122                         THE STEAM HOUSE.
We had that very day to cross an important river, the
Sone. This stream is fed above Rhotas by its affluents
the Coput and the Coyle, and flows into the Ganges just
between Arrah and Dinapore.
Nothing could be easier than our passage. The elephant
took to the water quite naturally. It descended the
gentle slope of the bank straight into the river, rested on
the surface, and with its huge feet beating the water like
a paddle-wheel, it quietly drew our floating train to the
opposite bank.
Captain Hood could not contain his delight.
"A travelling house!" he   would exclaim, "a house
which is both a carriage and a steamboat.   Now we only
need winjgs to enable us to fly through the air, and thus to
cleave space."
" That will be done some day or other, Hood/' rejoined
the engineer, quite seriously.
" I believe it^ Banks," answered the captain, no less
seriously. " It will be done ! But what can't be done, is
that our life should be given back to us a couple of hun-
dred years hence to enable us to see all these marvels!
Life is not all sunshine, but yet I would willingly consent
to live ten centuries out of pure curiosity!"
That evening, 'twelve hours after leaving Gaya, we
passed under the magnificent tubular railway bridge,
eighty feet above the bed gf the Sone, and encamped in